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cataract of flunkies poured down upon the floor.
There was a ghastly silence ; then the Gadarene
herd slowly recovered itself, and resumed its
place. The Squire read the chapter in an
accent of suppressed fury, while the remainder
of the party, with handkerchiefs pressed to their
faces, made the most unaccountable sounds and
motions for the rest of the proceeding. I was
really comparatively guiltless, but the shadow of
that horrid event sensibly clouded the whole of
my visit.
I' was only a spectator of the other event.
We had assembled for prayers in the dimly-
lighted hall of the house of a church dignitary,
and the chapter had begun, when a man of
almost murderous shyness, who was a guest,
opened his bedroom door and came down the
stairs. Our host suspended his reading. The
unhappy man came down, but, instead of slinking
to his place, went and stood in front of the fire,
under the impression that the proceedings had not
taken shape, and addressed some remarks upon
the weather to his hostess. In the middle of
one of his sentences, he suddenly divined the
situation, on seeing the row of servants sitting
in a thievish corner of the hall. He took his
seat with the air of a man driving to the guillo-
tine, and I do not think I ever saw any one so
much upset as he was for the remainder of his
stay. Of course it may be said that a sense of